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CHAPTEE VI.

THE  BED  MAN.

A LONG line of poeins and novels leads an English
reader into habits of looking on the red man as
a picturesque figure of the prairie and the lake,
rather than as a living force in the midst of
American cities. We have lodged the Indians in
our minds, as we have the men who exist for us
only in tales and plays. When we recall either
an Iroquois, or a Mohican, he presents himself to
our vision in his war-paint, in his hunting gear;
he is sitting in council under the Treaty tree,
seeing God in clouds, and hearing Him in the
wind. We note him stealing forth with Hawk-eye
on the war-path, watching over Minnehaha in the
wigwam, tearing himself from his old hunting-
grounds on the Ohio, starting for his new home in
the unknown West. We connect him with aged
hemlocks, running waters, and silent valleys. But